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This report is tender to 
the scientists and 
ethnographers of 
Britannia, in hopes that 
all that can be learned 
of the Lost Lands will 
be, and that these 
virgin lands might not 
be spoiled in the way 
that fair Britannia has 
been spoiled. The gods 
of the virtues know all 
too well that we do not 
deserve this 
opportunity. 


-Nero, Master 
Swordsman 


I passed easily into the 
Lost Lands, well- 
equipped in the 
traditional sense but 
wholly unprepared for 
what awaited me. I 
slipped through the 
Britain Sewers, found 
the natural-hewn tunnel 
quickly, and found 
myself ina foul, 
swampy mess. Travel 

was hard, for where 


there was not swamp 

there was uneven 

terrain. It occurred to 
me then that, luckily for 
this land, there would 

be few places suitable 
for construction. 


I required the use of 
the teleportation spell 
to make any direct 
progress, and travelled 
north by north west to 
the small city of Papua. 
The whole of this 
country, it seemed to 
me, was similar in 
climate to the areas 
about Trinsic. Further 
travel would support 
this, but rumors speak 
of areas as cold as 
Polar Island. 


Papua is a strange city. 
It bears many 
Similarities to known 
cities, yet is of an odd 
architecture. While 
roaming the areas 

about Papua I 
encountered and 

soundly defeated 
several orcs, many 
scorpions and a harpy 
or two. I was forced to 
run from a dread 
Ophidian Shaman. 


It is here that I must 
interject a warning -- be 
prepared with potions, 
reagents and, best of 
all, traveling 
companions. This is 

truly a wild, untamed 
land. One finds combat 
often, and the 

temptation to use the 


teleportation spell to 
achieve tactical 
advantage is great. 
Take care, and do not 
make the mistak that I 
made, and which I will 
relate now. 


Traveling west out of 
Papua, alone, I found 
myself, after crossing 
several rivers, near an 
ancient, mysterious 
burial place. There I 
ran afoul of several 
bone knights anda 

magi. I was quickly 
overwhelmed, and 
teleported to higher 
ground. I found great 
success with my 
crossbow from that 

perch but discovered 
quickly, upon 
attempting to collect my 
loot, that I was trapped. 
I had used up all of my 
mandrake and there 

was no path down from 
the hill upon which I 
had made my stand. 
Luckily, fellow 
adventurers came to 

my aid, offered me 
some root and healed 
me quite adeptly. Then, 
suddenly, we were 
attacked by a fresh 
cohort of bony thugs. 


I escaped, as did my 
new companions, and 
found a small set of 
gravestones quite a 
ways off. A tunnel led 
me to Vesper, and I 
counted myself among 
the lucky survivors of 
the Lost Lands. 


It is a wonderous place, 
but it values its 
wildness. It will punish 
those who wish to tame 
it. It will never be like 
Britannia. It will always 
be a frontier. We have 

no manifest destiny, no 
claim to its soil. 
Beware, and be 

prepared. 


-Nero, Vesper 
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